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something Fishy 


Author's Notes: 


This didn't come out quite as crackfic-ish as | think the prompt was asking for, but as someone who has 
actually written a good deal of Yes fic in the past, | think it accurately reflects the scenario, so there's that 


at least. Or at least an entirely cyrical black-hearted version, so consider that a warning of sorts. 


Fucking Rick and his fucking pranks. 


At the time, Trevor thought it was a good idea to let Rick run riot at the Hall of Fame induction, and his 
stand-up bit would forever be a highlight (or a lowlight, depending on how one looked at it) of the proceedings, 
which were too boring by half. By the time it was their turn to take the stage he was twitchy with 


restlessness and nerves. 
Not to mention the whole bit about those six personages enacting a total, hollow sham of "union" 


just Ike the last time! *rimshot* 


But now, in the wake of his newfound notoriety (and the online ire of the fans who were upset about Scotty 
not getting a chance to speak on Chris’ behalf), Rick seemed to believe it was carte blanche to reignite his 
prankster ways, which were always just under the surface of his jovial persona. Rick was a populist sort, 


inherently British in that regard. And humour was the best way to grant perspective on his ridiculous life. 


They had gathered at Jon's place in San Luis Obispo to work out some songs pre-touring, at Shelley's instance 
(because Trevor never took her anywhere, or so she insisted when he had already dragged her around the 
country on the first tour, fuck's sake) so she and Jane could have a few days shopping and lunching and 
yammering on about whatever the fuck they were always on about. But at least they got on, mostly. 


Jon's home was modestly upscale, furnished and landscaped and outfitted with Jane's money, altogether 
comfortable enough, and also quite private. Trevor envied that quasi remoteness, as he was cheek-and-jowl 
with his high-powered neighbors on Lake Hollywood Drive, plus he now wearied of the sight of that company 
town squatting below his privileged view, in a perpetual haze, as he had been banished from its' borders, in a 


manner of speaking. In this outpost of mannered California chic one could forget about such trivialities. 


What they couldn't forget was that they couldn't write together, no matter how they labored. Anything 
Trevor produced from his stack of demos was immediately rewritten by Jon, fingerpainting all over his 
meticulously-crafted masterworks. Rick offered a few bits and bobs of connective tissue, but all of it - much 
like the enterprise entire - was ridiculous. They did have one long piece with potential, what Rick referred to as 


his "Bolero," but Jon kept wanting to do stupid things to it. 


Oh..was Trevor ever regretting climbing aboard this whirlygig again, even as he needed something to do 
because he'd been fired from his current profession in all but name, had to save face because in Hollywood it 
was all about your face, in all ways. But Jon's determination to make them into his version of Yes was 


tiresome. Sure, let him believe that he was the soul of the band, anointed and all that shit, but Trevor had 
spent the last twenty years attempting to shed the load of the legacy, even as he knew it was a fool's errand. 


And so when Rick suggested a way to tease Jon a bit, who kept going on about how Chris had come to him in 
a vision and told him to carry on, to become the embodiment of Yes once more, that what he was doing was 
The Right Thing, the only way to lead their band (which was now his band by divine right) into the 2Ist 

Century, Trevor had laughed and agreed that Napoleon could use a bit of mischief to push him off his fucking 


unicorn already. 

Breakfast, upon a sunny morning when Jon was all smiles and /a-la-la and talking about the Earth Mother or 
whatever the fuck, Rick grinning and dutifully downing a bowl of porridge, while Trevor sipped at black coffee 
and was ready to just tell them both he was quitting, fuck it and fuck them too. The wives were sleeping in 
because they could. 


"Y'know Jon, I've just come from a look at your pond. It's quite a nice pond" 


"Yes, we had it put in a while ago. Isn't it lovely though, all those lily pads and the koi. It helps me meditate, 


very Zen y'know." 
"Well that's just it, y'see, | got a look at those fish and.one of ‘em came right up to me!" 
"Did it? Musta thought you had some food." 


Rick gave Trevor a quick wink and continued. "Nah, | don't think so. He put his face right out the water and 
looked straight at me. Those eyes, | tell you, they were familiar." 


Jon laughed, a sort of gentle oh arent you amusing laugh. "Wakey dear, whatever do you mean?" 
‘One of them fish has green eyes, | tell yal" 
Jon's eyes widened in response. "Which one?!" 


"IFs all multicolored, it's like that weird outfit he used to wear in the ‘BOs. Only seen photos of it meself, but 
that's wot it made me think of; black and white and orange and silver. All mottled together.” 


"Like who used to wear?" Trevor asked, though he'd surmised full well what Rick was doing. 

Fishy, a'course!" 

Jon went over to the back patio door, as fast as he could move. "Show me, | want to see!" 

Rick got up from the dining table, giggling. "Oh this should be good." 

Trevor made to follow, rolling his own brown eyes. "Chris didn't have green eyes, they were hazel." 


"| don't think it's going to make any difference to that one, eh?" Rick opined, gesturing towards Jon's voice 
coming from the garden. 


"Chris! Chris, I'm here, come talk to me!" 

The two laughed, it was so ludicrous, but also so very Jon, their wee cosmic muffin 

"He just took you at your word," Trevor sputtered. "Immediately." 

"Well of course, he'll be wanting Fishy Koi to give him the nod of approval, doncha reckon?" 


"If Chris was going to come back as an actual fish, he'd be a fuckin’ whale, not some goldfish in Nappy's 
garden." 


"Oh | quite agree, but koi are lovely to look at. P'haps a koi in a geisha's pavilion or some such. And whales 


aren't fish, y'know." 

Trevor rolled his eyes again, then snickered at the consideration, but a hand-fed koi getting to spy on 
assignations and sun himself whenever he felt like it? Most certainly that would be an acceptable afterlife for 
his Piscean nemesis. 

"Chris! Chris l'm here, I'm ready to communicate!” 

Rick let out a howl of mirth. They emerged onto the back patio, Trevor going over to what he had been 
referring to as "Pariah's Corner" - meaning the one spot on the property he was allowed to smoke. He lit up 
and watched Rick hurry down the path. 

"Have you spotted him then?" Rick asked 

| don't think so, the others are crowding -" 

A splash was heard and Jon made a wordless exclamation. 

"That's him, I'd know him anywhere!" 

Trevor exhaled and shook his head. There would be no living with him now. 

"Janeeeel" Jon cried, his voice creaking, as he hurried back up the path and into the house. 


"What have you done?" Trevor asked of Rick once he reappeared, though he knew it was a useless question 


Rick waved a hand in front of his face before answering. "It does rather look like Fishy, actually. He's a big'un 


for certain." 

"No, | am not going to listen to some airy-fairy bullshit ‘bout Chris reincarnated as a goldfish." 
"Koi and goldfish are related, but they're not the same." 

"How the fuck would you know?" 


Rick blinked rapidly, his feelings injured by Trevor's sharp tone. "| watch all the nature programmes on Two, 
y'see. One can learn a lot from those." 


"Trevviel" Shelley's broad native accent split the air like a foghorn. "I better not catch you smoking, boykie!" 


Trevor took one last defiant drag and crushed out his cigarette. "I'm serious, Rick, we can't let this actually 


become a fixation, or mania, or what-have-you. You've got to tell him you were just having it on" 


"But that's the problem, Trev, now that | got a good look at the chap | don't actually believe | was!" 

"Fuck's sake!" Trevor exclaimed, and walked over to the koi pond. He sat on one of the weathered wooden 
railings and observed the fish milling about in the deep green water. His relationship with Chris had been 
fraught with ambivalence, contention, and a certain keen lust which - with the assistance of various 
substances - sparked onstage and off. But that was long in the past, and now, almost certainly dead. Because 
Chris was dead - his outsize personality (to say nothing of his actual stature) having departed this world. 

A splash brought him out of his musings. One of the fish, mottled with shades of black, white, orange and 
silver, had come to the surface and was rolling about against the wiggling bodies of the others. He was big, 
even imposing, one might say. And when the face, the gaping mouth, regarded him, Trevor found himself 


wondering - 


"Oh there you are!" Shelley called out. She looked as though she'd just gotten up and grabbed whatever was 
closest to dress herself. Her hair was tangled and her skin was bereft of its' usual light-handed warpaint. 


No, thats ridiculous. Although certainly a kind of hell he might be entitled to but stil.! wouldnt wish it on him. Not 
this 


"Didya hear then?" he asked, quirking his mouth in a mocking smirk 

She laughed. "So very Jon, yeh?" 

"Totally. Wanna fix me some brekkie, luv?" 

"Give me a bit and | will. But | mean it, man, you said you wouldn't smoke in the morning.’ 
"Sorry, I'll try to behave." 


His wife went back in the house and Trevor turned his gaze to the pond once more. In a few minutes Rick 


joined him, armed with a net. 

"What say we liberate the chap and find him a new home?" 

"Rick, how the fuck we gonna do that?!" 

"Well, if we get him out and Jon can't find him then maybe he'll let it go." 

"| doubt that. If he believes Chris’ ghost paid him a visit, then he'll believe any fucking thing," 
"Maybe it won't be so bad. P'haps it might be a good way to mourn" 


"Do you honestly believe Jon is actually mourning Chris?!" 


"Aren't you?" 

Trevor stopped short, blinking, his mouth agape. Just like one of those goddamn fish 

"Well of course, but -" 

"Well then who are you to say whether he is or isnt?" 

Am F he asked himself. And the answer was..complicated. 

Jon came down the path, his face as excited as a child's, dragging his wife in tow. 

"Oh Rick, you've got the net, good, we must put Chris in a safe place!" 

Rick and Trevor exchanged a glance, and Rick shrugged, seeming to say let it go, for now. 


Trevor turned his back on the pond and wished he could do just that. 


